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v l heTrag edie ofCyrnieiim* 


f That locke vp your reftraint. For you Pcftfwmuf, 
So foone as I can win.th'ofFcnded King, 
I will be knowne your Adupcacc : marry yet 
The fire of H^gc is in him, and 'twere good 
; YoujeWd vmo his Sentencc> with what patience 
Your wifed ome may i nforroe you, 

Pofr* 'Pleafe your.Highnefllv 
'I wilt from hence to day. 

You know the pcrill : 
Ilefetch a turnc about.the Garden, piftying 
The pangs ofbarr'd Affefrionsj though the King 
Hath charg'd you fbould not fpeakc together". Exit 

Imo* OdiffcmbtingCurtefie? How fine this Tyrant 
Can tickle where (he wounds? 2*1 y decreB Husband, 
\ I fomcthing feare my Fathers wr ash, but nothing 
(Alwayes referu ti my holy duty) what- 
HUragecando onm«. You mu ft be gone, 
And I fhall heere abide the hourely fhot 
Of angry eyes : not comforted toliue, 
But that there is zhh Ic well in the world, 

(Thatlmay feeagaine. 
Poft* My Qiieene, my Miftris ; 
O Lady, weepe no more, leaft I giue caufc 
Tobefufpefted of more tendcrnefTc 
Then doth become a man* Iwillremaine 
The loyalf ft husband, th3t did ercplight troth. 
My residence in Rome, atone Ftiorh\ 
Who, to my Father was a Friend, to me 
Knowne but by Letter ; thither write (my Qucene) 
And with mine eyes, Itednnkethc words you fend, 
Though Inks be made of Gall, \ 
Enter Quetne* 
JSJtf. Bebricfe,! pray you : 
If the King come, I thai! incurrc, I know not 
How muchofhis difpleafure : yeEllcmouehiirT 
i To walkc this way : I neuer do him wrong, 
But he do*s buy my Iniuries, to be Friends % 
Payes deerc for my offence*. 

Pefi* Should we betaking leaue 
i As long a terme as yet we haue to liuc, 
The loathtiefleto depart^woold grow : Adieu, 

Into* Nay,fiay a little : 
Were you but riding forth to ayreyour felfe, 
Such parting were coo petty, -Lookehecrc (Loue) 
This Diamond was my Mothers; take it (Heart) 
But keepe it rill you woo an other Wife, 
When Iwogevt j s dead , 

Pcji* HoWjhow? Another? 
You gentle Gods,gi_ue me but this I haue, 
And feare vp my embr a cements from a next. 
With bonds of death. Rernaine,remainc thou heere, 
While fenfe can keepe ic on ; And fweetcft, faircft, 
As I (my poore feife) did exchange for you 
To your fo infinite lolfc ; fo in our trifles 
I flill winne of you. For my £ke wcarethU, 
It is a Manacle of Lou?, lie place it 
Vpon this: fayrelVPrifaner* 

Imc. O the Gods j 
When /hall we fee againes? [ 

Enter Cymfolm^and Lords, 
Poft, Alacke, the King, ' 

YC C i m * T hou chln S* au °y d henccfrotn my fight; 
If after this command thou fraught the Court 
With thy vnurorthineffe, thou dyeft. Away, 
Thourt poyfon to my blood. 
Pojr. The Gods prote<ft you, 


, And bkffc thegood RemaTn^^^c^^ 
lam gone. mi 

Imo> There cannot be a -pinch in death 
More fharpe then this is. 

Cj™+ O difloyall thing, 
That faould'ft repayre my youth, .ihonWa 
Ayearesageonmee. r w 

Imo m I befecch you Siryt 
Harme not yourfelfe with y our vexhtion 
I am fenfeleffe of your Wrath ; a Touch L - 
Subdues aKpang^Il fca r «. Ughm ^^ t 
Cym 9 Paft Grace f Obedience? 

> Cym. Thacmight'fthaue^ad W WGrace, 
The fole Sonne of my Qiiecne- 

And did auoyd aPotrotke. CDol * ailE agle, 

Qm Thou took'ft a Begeer woiild'ft u„ 
Throne, aSewforbrftneflff * fth ** 1 * 


era 


Imo. No J rather added a luftreto it* 
I Cjm r Othou vilde one ! 
j /iw. Sir, 

\ Ic is your fault that I hauelou'd Vtfthnmm - 
You bred him as my Playfellow, andheii 
A man> worth any woman i Ouer-bu yes me* 
[ Almoft thefummehepayes- 
Cym* What? arc thou mad ? 
Imo* Almoft Sir : Heauen reftoreme : would I wp 
} A Neat-hcards Daughter, and my Lmmm 
Our Ncighbour-Shepheards Sonne, 
Enter gutevt. 
Cjm 4 Thou foolifh thing} 
They were againe together : you haue done 
Not after our command. Away with her 
And pen her vp. 

Befeecb your patience ? Peace 
Deere Lady daughter, peace. Sweet Soueraifftie, 
Leaue vs to our Wue^and make yourfdf We comfort 
Out of your bei* aduice, 1 
Cym. Nay letherlan^uifh 
! A drop of blood a day, and being a^ed 
Dye of this Folly. * 5 f ^ 

Enter Pifamo, 
Q*. Fye*youmuftgiucway : 
Heere U yourSeriiant, How now Sir? What newes? 
My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Matter, 
Hah? 

Noharme I truftis done? 

tip. Theremighthauebeene^ 
But that my Maflcr rather plaid, then fought, 
And had no helpc of Anger : they were parted 
By Gentlemen, at hand, 
gu* I am very glad on't. 

Imo* Your Son J s my Fathers friend, he takes his part 
To draw vpon an Exile, O braue Sir, 
I would they were in Affrickcboth together, 
My felfe by w ith a Needle, chat I might pricke 
The goer backe. Why came you from your Mafier ? 

Pifa* On his command : he would not fuffermce 
To bring him to the Haucn : Wfc thefe Notes 
Of what eommands I flsould be fubieft coo, 
When*t pleased you to employ me, 

&* : Tim hath beenc 
Your faithfiill Seroant 1 1 dare lay mine Honour 
Hewillreraainefo # 

Pif** I humbly thankeyour Highnefie. 
% 
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Qjh Pray walk e a- while. 

Im* About fomchalfehourc hence, 
p ra y you fpcake with me; 
You fliall(3t leaft)go fee my Lord aboord. 
For thiif ime leaue me. 


TbeTragedj ofCymbeline. 
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Exemt, 



Uhtir C fattened two Lords* 

I. f Sir, T would aduife you to fliift a Shirty the Vio- 
lence of A6Hon hath made you reck as a Sacrifice: where 
3 yr c comes out, ayrc comes in : There's none abroad fo 
^.holeibmcas that you vent. 

0h If my Shirt were bloody, then to ftiift it- 
Haue I hurt him? 

5 No faith : not fo much as his patience, 

i Hurt him? His bodie's apaffsbleCarkaflcif he bee 
not hurt* Ic is a through-fare forSceele if it be not hurt. 

i His Steele was in debt, ic went o'ch'Sacke-fide the 
Townc, 

Clot. The Villaine w ould not fknd mc, 

a No,but he fled forward ftili, toward your face, 

j Stand you ?you hau« Land enough of your owne: 

gut he added to your hailing, gaueyou fome ground. 
jT As many Inche^as you haue Oceaus(Puppies,) 
Clot, I would they ti3d not come bctweeric vs, 
ia So would Ij till y*u had meafur'd how long a Foole 

you were vpon the ground. 

Clot. And that (hec Ibould loue this FelloWj and re- 

fufemee. 

a If it be a fin to make a true e!c£Hon 5 tfhe is damn'd^ 

i Sir,as I told you alwayes : her Beauty & her Braine 
go not together. Sheets a good figne^ but I haue feene 
fmall reflection of her wit. 

% She fhines not vpon Foolesjcaft the reflection 
Should hurt her., .. 

Clot. Come, He to my Chamber : would there had 
beetle fomc hurt done* 

a I wifo not fo> vnlc{fe it had bin the, fall of an Afle, 
which is no great hurt* 

Clou Youl go with vs ? v k 

i He attend your Lordfiiip* 

Clot * Nay corner let's go together. 

z Well my Lord, gxemt* 


Scena Quarta* 


| Enter Imogen \<nndPiJknio. 
Imo.l would thou grewTi vnto the ftiores o'th'Kauen, 
And queftioned*ft euery S^ilc : if he fhould write t 
And I not haue it, *tweie a Paper loft 
As ofFer'd mercy is : What was thclaft 
Thathcfpaketothee? 
Pif*. It was his (>ieene,bis Qucene, 
Into* Then wau'dbfs Handkerchiefc ? 
Ptfa* Andkifl it, Madam. 
Im. Senfeleffe Linnen^happier therein then 
And that wa* all? 
Piftt. No Madams for fo long 


As he could make me with his eye, or eare, 
Diftingui£hhim from others, he did keepe 
The Decke, with Glouc,or Hat,or Handkerchife, 
Still wauing, at the fic* and ftirrcs of*s mind 
Could beft cxprefie how flow his Souie fayi'd on,' 
Hew fwifc hh Ship. 

Into, Thou fbould'ft haue mad e him ( 
As little as a Crow 3 or leffe, ere left 
To after-eye him, 

Pifa. Madam, fo I did. 
Imo+ I would haue broke mine eye-firings ; 
Crack*d i thcm ) but to looke vpon him 5 ciU the diminution 
Of ipace, had pointed him fiiarpc as my Needle : 
Nay, followed htm, till he had melted from 
The fmaIne(Te of a Gnat, toayre ;and then 
Haue turn'd mine eyc,and wepr fc Bat good Pifh&foj. 
When fhall wehcarc from him, 

Pifa. Be affur'd Madam, 
With his next vantage* 

Ime. I did not take my leaue ofhhn/but had 
Mofi pretty things to fay : Ere I could tell him 
How I would thinke on him at cercahie houres 3 
Such thoughts, and fuch : Or I could rmkehim fweare^ 
The Shees of Italy fhould nor betray 
Mine Jniereft, and his Honour : or hauecharg'd him 
At the fixt houre of Morne, si Noonc, at Midnight, 
Tcncounterme with Orifons, for then 
I am in Heaucn for him : Or ere I could, 
Giue him that parting kiffe, which I had fct 
'Betwixt two charming words, comes in my Father, 
And like the Tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our bud des from growing. 
Enter & Lady- 
L<t, TheQueenc(Madam) 
Defiresyour Highneffe Company. 

Imo, Thofe things I bid you do, ; get them diJpatch*d 3 f 
I will attend the Queene, 

Pifu Madam.I fhall. £x*x*t 9 


Scena Omnia. 


Enter PhiUrio y Imhmo ; 4 Frenchman^* Umch* 
mm.andA Spmiard* 

Idch* Belceue it Sir, I haue fecne him in Britain e; hee 
was then of a CrefTent note 3 expeilcd to proue fo woor- 
thy, as fince he hath beene allowed the name of. But I 
could then haue iook'd on him , without the help of Ad- 
miration, though the Catalogue of his endowments had 
bin tabled by hisfide 3 andl to perafe him by Items* 

PhiL You fpeake of him when he was leffe furniffi^d, 
then now hee is> with that vvhich makes him both with- 
out^ and within* 

French. I baue fecne him in France : wee had very ma. 
ny there 4 could behold the Sunne, with as firme eyes as 
hee, 

lacb. This matter of marrying his Kings Daughter* 
wherein he muff be weighed rather by her valew, then 
his owne 5 words him (I doubt not)a great deale from the 
matter* 

frencb* And then his banifhmenc, 
Iach* I, and the approbation of chafe that weepe this 
lamentable diuoreeTwder her colouis^are wonderfully 

to 


